CHAPTER I
ENGLISH   VILLAGE   LIFE   SIXTY   YEARS   AGO
Though I bear record of myself, yet my record is true.—st. john viii 14.
the ist April was not a well-chosen day on which to be born, and
facetiously-inclined friends of mine have not infrequently insisted
that my birth on that day was one of nature's feeblest jokes. But
for any one whose life was destined to be devoted to political, social,
and religious questions, the year 1865 could scarcely have been
bettered. It is indeed probable that the half-century which began
with that year was one of the most interesting periods through which
the human race has ever lived, and that no previous half-century
added so many new and wonderful tools to man's use, or con-
tributed so much to his knowledge. In one of his most exalted
moments the prophet Isaiah rejoiced that the Lord had given unto
men 'a new sharp threshing instrument having teeth';1 and
within the period of my own life mankind has received and enjoyed,
without any sort of thanksgiving, either to God or to man, a
multitude of even more marvellous blessings*
When I was a child there were no electric trams or trains, no
electric or incandescent light, no motor cars, telephones, or aero-
planes. There were no typewriters, safety-razors, or gramophones*
We had not then heard of appendicitis, influenza, or vitamins.
There were no bananas, no cocktails, and no chewing gum; there
was no Salvation Army, no Boy Scouts; and the dark world had to
live as best it might, without the enlightening guidance of the
Daily Mail and the Primrose League. The old 'penny-farthing'
bicycle was still without a competitor, and the days of the wireless
transmission of sound had not begun. The theatre was regarded
as the home of the devil, 'the way to the Pit' as the direct 'way to
hell,' and it was thought that foreigners had providentially been
created for 'God's Englishmen' to throw bricks at The chief
duty of man was considered to be the fierce repression of his natural
impulses; life was a monotony of toil, which was broken only by
tired and sometimes hungry sleep. What a self-satisfied, stupid3
and conceited little world it was 1
1 Isaiah xli 15.
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